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The T ugedieof 

’Bui, My heart wiUfigh when Imifcallitfo, 

Which finds it an inforced pilgrimage. 

Cjaunt, The fnllen pallage of thy vs earie heps 
Efteeme a foyle wherein thou art to fet, 

Theprecious lewell of thy home returne. 

Eul. Nay rather cuery tedious ftride I make, 

Will but remember me what deale of world 
I wander from thelewelsthatlloue. 

Muft I not feme along apprentifiiood 
T o forren pafiTages,.and in the end, 

Hauingmy freedome,boaft of nothing elfe. 

But that I was a iourney-man to griefe ? 

Gaunt. All places that the eie ol heauen vifites, 

Are to a wife man ports and happy hauens. • 

Teach thyneccllitie to reafonthus. 

There is no vertue likeneceflitic ; a. 

Thinke not the King did banilh thee 
But thou the King, who doth the hcauier fit. 

Where it perceiues it is but faintly borne ; 

Go, fay Ilent thee foorth to purchafe honour. 

And not the King exilde thee $ or fuppofe 
Deuouring peftilence hangs in our aire. 

And thou art flying to afrelherclime ; 

Looke what thy foule holds deare, imagine it 
Toly that way thougoeft, notwhencethoucomeft ; 
Suppofe the finging birdsMulitions, 

T he gralfe whereon thou treadft, the prefence ftrowde. 
The flowers, faire Ladies, and thy ltcps,nomore 
■ Then a delightfull rrieafure, or a daunce, 

For gnarlingforrow hathletfe power to bite 
The man that mockes at it and fets it light. 

Btd. Oh who can hold after in his hand, 

By thinking on the frofty Caucafus ? 

Or cloy the hungry edge of appetite. 

By bare imagination of a feaft l 
Or wallow naked in December fnow, 

By thinking on fantaftickfummers heat / 

Oh no, the apprehenfion of the good 
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Richard the Second , * 

Giuebut the greater feeling to theworfe i 
Fell forrowes tooth doth neuer rancle more 
T hen when it bites, but lane heth dot the foare. 

Gaunt. Come come my fonne, 11c bring thee on thy way 
Had I thy youth and caufe, I would nor ltay. 

Bui, T hen England® ground farewell, fweetfoile adiew, 
My Mother and my Nurfe that beares meyet. 

Where ere I wander, boaft of this I can. 

Though banilbt yet a true borne Englifhman. Exeunt* 

Enter the King with Bujhie , &c, at snedore, andthe 
Lord Awnerle at the other. 

King. Wee did obferue, Coofin Humerle , 

How farre broughtyou high Hcrford on his way ? 

Aum. I brought high Herford, if you call him fo. 

But to the next high way, and there Ileft him. 

King. And fay, what ftore of parting teares were ftied I 
Aum. Faith none for me, except the Northeaft winde. 
Which then blew bitterly againft our face, 

Awakt the llcepie rewme, and fo by chance 
Did grace our hollow parting with a teare. 

King* What faid your Coofin when you parted with him 
An, Farewell, & for my heart difdained that my tongue 
fliould fo prophane the word that taught me craft. 

To counterfaite opprefsion of fueh griefe, 

That words feemd buried in my forrowes graue : 

Marry would the word farewell haue lengthnedhoures. 
And added yeeres to his fliort banifhment, 

He Ihould haue had a volume of farewels .* 

But fince it would not, he had none of me. 

King. He is our Coofins Coofin, but tis doubt, 

When time fliall call him home from banifhment. 

Whether our kinfman come to fee his friends. 

Ourfelfe and Bufhie, \ 

Obferued his courtfliip to the common people. 

How he did feeme to diue into their hearts. 

With humble and familiar curtefie. 

With reuerence he did throw away on flaues, 

C $ Wooing 
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